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Summary: 


After a decade trapped in a Psynergy Vortex, Isaac and Garet 
begin to wonder if they'll ever be rescued. 


Into the Vortex 


Author's Note: 
e For Rubber Chicken With A Keyboard (RCWAK). 





/taps watch impatiently 
Golden Sun: Dark Dawn sequel when? 


It had not taken Isaac neither Garet long to learn that time 
within a Psynergy Vortex was an illusion; there was no way 
to tell how many days, months or years has passed, no 
clocks, no Golden Sun. 


Instead, there was nothing but... nothing. Even their 
physical bodies were absent but for the better or the worse 
their consciousness remained. 


If Isaac had to spent a limitless eternity trapped with 
anyone, at least it was his best friend. He knew that Garet 
echoed the sentiment because there was no way for them to 
hide their thoughts from one another. For instance, Garet 
worried about the kids endlessly, constantly torn between 
the fear that something had happened to them and the 
hope they were still going to rescue them, even if there was 
no proof that such a deed was possible. 


It was very Garet, though. Isaac supposed if Tyrell was his 
son, he'd be more worried, too. As for the other man's 
optimism, well... he supposed it must run in the family. 
Perhaps Tyrell was always getting into mischief because he 
was simply hoping for the best outcomes? With that sort of 
attitude, any goal would be surmountable. Even being 
trapped in a bottomless pit, such as it was. 


Isaac was more content to accept his fate. It wasn't that he 
was shirking his duty to Weyard, but rather that they had 
passed that particular torch down to their children. Had they 
really only been teenagers when they, too, had set off on 
their own personal quest, an attempt to save the world? 
Isaac knew that Matthew and Tyrell and Karis and the others 
would try their best to succeed because he knew from 
personal experience that when the stakes were that high, 
there was simply no other option. 


For now, though, he felt he and Garet had earned an 
opportunity to simply rest. Not that there was much else to 
do in here, besides. It'd be foolish to try and rage against the 
forces of Alchemy. He wondered if this was how his and 
Jenna's parents had felt, when they had been fused into that 
dragon so many years ago. 


He wasn't drawn to fits of pessimism often, but on occasion 
he couldn't help but feel they had been forgotten, a 
dangling thread in an uncompleted story. A literal cliff- 
hanger, so to speak. They were subjected to living in this in- 
between limbo, with no certainty to any resolution to their 
conflicts. If this was how things were going to end for them, 
he sometimes couldn't help but wonder if it had been worth 
surviving the return of the elemental stars to the lighthouses 
after all. It was a depressing thought, and Isaac usually 
always did his best to chase it away -- mostly for Garet's 
benefit. 


Garet's frustration was bubbling again: he had never coped 
well with Isaac's tendency towards pessimism and 
simmering rage. Garet wasn't the type to accept that they 
had simply been forgotten. Garet was the kind of man who 
would try anything to feel like he was making a difference, 
consequences be damned. Isaac ... he tended to withdraw 
from difficult situations like this. He couldn't even face 


seeing the kids off when they had embarked upon their 
journey. 


And look where it had gotten him. Trapped in a Psynergy 
Vortex with no place to retreat. Perhaps Garet had a point. 
Maybe it was worth trying to rattle the bars of their 
shapeless cage. Did he shy away from trying because he was 
afraid of failure? Garet was of little help when his temper got 
the best of him. Hotheaded like his son, he dreamt at length 
of burning their prison down, as if it didn't sap away, feed 
off, their elemental energy. 


But would they ever find out what happened to their 
children, if they made no further attempt to escape? Perhaps 
not, unless the kids got sucked in here with them. And who 
knew if that was a story worth telling? Here he was, getting 
all philosophical again, but Isaac liked to think there was 
some meaning to the madness that had colored the last 
thirty years of their lives. Some sort of omniscient narrator, 
picking and choosing the curves in the path of his life for 
whatever would lead to the most drama, the most 
entertainment. The Tale of the Golden Sun was the stuff of 
legends now, so much so that Isaac wouldn't believe half of 
what had happened if he hadn't been around to personally 
witness it. Was his story really destined to end here? Would 
it even be continued on by their children? Future 
grandchildren? 


He didn't know. Maybe they would never know. 


In their minds, the question hovered ominously. 
Omnipresently. Even though their surroundings were pitch 
black, he could see the words clear as day, as though written 
upon the backdrop of a starless sky. 


‘Was this the... End?' 


